the contenthn of the two famous Houfest 

Enter Montague, veith Drum and Soldiorr, 

\Mont, Montague, Mont ague, Lancafter, 

£i^»i».Traitcroii$ TAont ague, t\so\x and chy brother 
Shall dcercly abide this rebellious a£he, , 

Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiers, 

War.K'a^ loc where George of (Clarence fwcepes along, 
(5fpower enough to bid his brother battailc. 

Qa. Clarence , Clarence, ^ox Lancafier. 

Edvo. St tu 'Brute,W\\x thou dab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence. 

Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whimpers together, and then 
flarence takes his red Sofe out of his Hat,^ throwes it at Warwick^ 

War. Come ^/4rw«,come,thou wilt if Wanvicke call. 
C/ 4 .Father of Warwicke.know you what this mcanes ? 

I throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfc, 

(Who gaue his blood toJime the dones together) 

And fet vp Lancafter. Thinkeft thou. 

That Clarence is fo harfh vnnaturall, . 

To lift his fword againft his brothers life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thec> 

And to my brothers turne ray bluftiing cheekes. 

Pardon me Edward,fox I hauc done amiffe, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth I will proue no more vneonftant, 

Edrv. Welcome Clarence,znA ten times niotc welcome# 
Then if thou ncuer hadrt deferu’d our hate. 

C/o.Welcomc good Clarcnce,this is brotherly. , 
fP^r.Oh pafling traitor,pcriur’d and vniuft. 

.Now f^^iw/fi^jWilt thou leauc 
The towne and fight f or fhall we beate the 
Stones about thine earet ? ' 

JTrfr.Why I am not coopt vp heere for deftttce, 

I will away to prefemly, 


I of torkeandLancoBer, 

And bid thee \>ztti\\e,Sdward if thou dar’ft. 

' Bdw.tes tOanvicke he dares, and leadcs the way. 

Lords to the field,Saint George and viftory. 

Exeunt omnes, 

jilarmes ,and then enter Warwick^ wounded. 
jVar.Kla, who is nic ? Come to me friend or foe. 

And tell me who is vi£lor,7<»ri^ ox Warwicke ? 

Why askc I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

• That I muft yeeld my body to the earth.. 

And by ray fall the conqueft to my foes. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge. 

Whole armes gaue fhelter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofc ihadc the rampant Lyon flcpt, 

Whofe top branch ouer-peerd /ea«5ffpreading tree. 

The wnncklcs in my browes now fild with bloud. 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchcrs. 

For who liu’d king,but I could dig his graue? 

And who durft (mile, vihen Warwicke bent his brow » , 

Loe now my glory fmeard in duft and blood. 

My parkcs.my w alkcs.my mannors that 1 had, 

Euen now for(ake‘meiaqd of all my Lands, 
i Is nothing left me but my.*bodies length. 

] EntfrOxfordandSomerfet, 

1 ♦ 

j Oxf.hl\if'arwickf,tf'arwicke,cheerevp thy felfc and Hue. 
i For yet there’s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queeiw with treopes is come from Trance, 
hnd zxSouth hampton taqded all her trainc,- 
I Andmightft thouliue.tben would we neuer flic. 

War.W):iy then I would not fiie,noi haue I now# 

; But ffcrc«/Mhimfclfe muft yeeld roods, 

\ many wounds rcceiu’diand many more repaide,' 

Hath rood my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrengtb, 
Andfpiteof fpites needs muft I yeold to death. 

^ew.Thy brother- Monuguehixh: breath’d his kiftj 




And 


